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left it and proceeded up the paTm-fringed Straits of
Malacca and reached Malacca on the afternoon of
the following day. We had two hours to stroll round
that port so dear to the heart of Catholfcs all over
the world for having temporarily enshrined the
mortal remains of St. Francis Xavier. The place,
where the great saint was interred, is marked by a
tablet in the old Portuguese church which makes
now a very picturesque ruin up a small hill over-
looking the Straits. The wonderful tale of St.
Francis' life came to me with special force as I sat
that evening beside two American missionaries and
contrasted the life of ease and comfort they led
on boar4 with the long travail and trial of the
saint's earthly pilgrimage.

A day's steaming from Malacca brought us to
Penang. I landed the moment we were anchored
and saw the finely laid-out Botanical Gardens so
beautifully situated part-way up two thickly wooded
converging hills. It was while returning on board
that evening that we got the news of the torpedoing
of the N.Y.K.'s Yasaka Maru, which the captain said
.was the latest and in a way the best of their fleet.
My Japanese friends on board, who looked so merry
and self-satisfied the two weeks we were together,
seemed for once to have lost thek traditional cheer-
fulness and equanimity. One of them was quite
beside himself with anger and exclaimed, " What
ish British Navy doing? Ishitshleeping? We know
their Army ish ushless and cannot do anything in
War; but we thought their Navy could do sihome-
thing." My friend being short even for a Japanese,